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go up the steps, when the bell rang. Floris stood
in the darkness. * You won't stop me ? * he asked.
' Calm yourself,5 began Werendonk, but Floris gave
him no time to speak, he shouted, stamping his foot:
* I dare not stay/ Then he went slowly into the
parlour, looking behind him all the time. Before
he opened the door into the passage, he said : c I
cannot stay so long as I don't know what sin is and
whether I can be redeemed from it.' Werendonk
sat alone and waited. He heard him go out of the
kitchen and up the stairs, then he heard him in the
room above walking rapidly to and fro. When he
returned he came close up to Werendonk, and his
voice sounded melancholy : c I can't do it, not
while the neighbours keep looking. Oh, you don't
understand. I'll try another time.' He stopped
speaking and looked down at the floor. He sighed.
' No one can help me,' he whispered to himself and
went out slowly through the dark shop. Werendonk
was still staring at the door when Stien came in again
and looked at him silently.
All the neighbours knew that he came home every
evening, timidly and looking behind him all the
time like someone who is pursued. At Briemen's,
opposite the lane, they had seen him coming from
that direction, creeping, standing still and looking
behind him, and when he left he ran through the
lane again. Others had noticed him an hour earlier,
in the short end of the Gracht, or in the Peat Market,